The 7 ragedj 

PI aft. Pis grace lookes chearefully and fmooth to dayï 
Theres forocconceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good mor; ow with fuch a fpiriï 
I thinke r here is neuer a man in Chrifiendome, 

That can ie (Te hide bisioue or hate then he: 

For by bis face ftraightfhall you knew his heart. 

2> ar. W bat of his heart perceiue you in his face, 
Byany likelihoodhefhewed today ? 

Haft. Marry that with no man heere he is offended» 
For if he were, hewould haue fhewde it in his face. 
Dar. 1 prny God he benotT fay. 

Enter Glocefier, 

Glo. I. pray you all, what do they deferue 
That do confpiremy death with diueliih plots 
Of damned vvitchcraft, and that hauepreuaild ? 

Vpon my body with their hellifti charmes •? 

Haft. The tender loueTbeare your gracemy Lcrd 
Makes me moft forvvard in this noble prefence, 

To doomethe offenders vvhatfoeuer theybe : 

3 fay my Lord they hauedeferued death, 

Glo. Then bc your eyes the witnefTe of this ill 3 
See how I am bewitcht, behoid mine arme 
Js Jike a blafted fap’ing withered vp. 

F his is that Edwards w;fe, that monftrous witch* 
Conforted with that haript ftrumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

HUFl. If they hame donc this thing my gracious Lord* 
Glo. Ifthou Proteftor of this damned ftrumpet. 

T elft thou me of ifïs ? thou art a traitor. 

Qff with his head ; Now by Saint Paul, 

Iwillnotdine today 1 fwere, 

Vntili I fee the fame, fomefeeit done ” 

T Sr e bat J °r e I ? e ' c , 0me and follovV me. E xemtynamt 
Haft.w omMErngfaijtt a wfat for m s-Ca.with Hak 
hor I too fond might haue preuented this : 

Stanley dm dreame the boare did race his helme, 

But I cifdaind it and dici feome co ic, , * 

Three times tb day my fbotecloth Horièdid Rumble, 
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And ftarted when he Jopkt vpoa iheTower, 


. As 


of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe» 

Oh now 1 warrant the Prieft that fpake to me, 
jnow repentl told the Purfiuanc, 

/s twere triumphing at mine enemies, 

Fiow they at Pomfret bloodily were butchcrd. 

And I my felfe feeure in grace and fauour. 

Oh Margret y Margret y now thy heauycurfe 
Is lightned on poore Hafttngs wretched head» _ 
Gtf.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would beat dmnets 
Makea ftiort {hrift,he longs to fee your head. 

Hafl.Q momentary ftateofworldly men, 

Which we more hunt for,then for the grace or heauen* 
Who builds his hopes in the ayre of your faire lookeSj 
Lineslikea drunken fayler ona maft, 

Rcady with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come leade me to the b!ocke,beare him my head* 

They fmüe at me,that fhortly fhali be dead hxernt « 

Enter Duke of (jlocefter } and Buckjngham,in armour. 

Glo .C ome cou fen,cauft thou quake and changethy colonc 
Murderthybreathin middle of a word, 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

Asifthou wert deftradi and mad with terror, 

Puc.Tut feare not me, 

Icancounterfeit the deepe Traiedian, 

Speake and iooke backe and prie on euery fide; 

Intending deepe fufpition gaftly lookes 
Are at my ieruice like enforfed fmiles. 

And both are ready in their ofhees __ 

To g’-ace my ftratagems- Enter Mat or* 

<?/<>• Herecomes the Maior 
Pae. Let me alone to entertaine him. L-Maior 
Glo.L ooké to the draw-bridge there, 

Pac.The reafon we haue feut for yóu, 

Glo.Catcsèy ouer-looke the walles» 

Phc. Harke,i hearea drumme* 

C/o-Looke backe defend thee,here are e 
Pue.God and ourinnccency defend vs* 

GloyO, O, be quiet it is Catesby . 
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